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2 Ondemn not this Piece, tis my firſt ; 

71 Be ſo kind then Jome Favour to ſhew me : 

Never Jay that of all you have ſeen, it's the worſt, 
Such a Cenſure, perhaps, a 764 d undo me. 


A Lady lamenting the Loſs of her Swain, 
Stood to view when this Draught I deſign d 
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And the Sketch does à Groupe of her Cratchets contain, 
Here her Wurde, there her Thoughts you may fand. 
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* Though many ( Conceits to her Shar e juſtly fall, 


. 
Hire are ſome out of Authors more known : 


A, for thoſe that are mine, I will part with them ail, 
If my Readers but think em their own. 
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Eo 77 * ftiriving to pleaſe, you fould nale me e your > V2 
i I all. ſay, 'tis "I di in 15 


To pleaſure a aller; 22 Heart, 


Ia my Aim in employing my ler: : 


| 15 the * ould commend h reſpeAful a Pai 75 
Shall T fear "rwill be damm d by the Men !? 
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I neither approve of this is Lady s Complaint, 
For the Future I Wiſer will be : 
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2 the Nymphs and the Swains 2 a Paſtor al want, 
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Let who will go and write One, for 1 ine. 
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Lady, alone by the Stream 
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| I Spy'd afa 


a Where I ood with my Rod and my Line 5 
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How long mall Mourn fie the Loſs of my Dore: 
What a while has He from me been flown ? 


Too ſevere was the Fate which my Darling did pr: ove, 


5 When he left me to grins here alone. 


oe 


In 2 far remote 3 Turtle remain 2 


But how ſoon will my Rover return ? : 


5 Heavens grant! may live to behold him again, 
Ot in Sorrow (il Dearh ) I ſhall n mourn. 


* F *Ke 
- 72 " 
. 
"FR 
* 3 9 
1 . LINES ol 
N r 
8 
rY . 
. 
5 * . 
2 n 
. 4 x # 
1 
w SR 
f r 
8 
r 
4 4% "228 
b 8 
N N 
8 5 
» 1 


* 
1 i r 7.49 1 1 mY * 1 u C 5 N bo. of „ 7 | __ 2 1 7 1 


( * 
* 


Thoſe reigning Pirealions * now fo Sight 
Their Regards who no cauſe have to grieve, 

Prove offenſive to mine 3 whatſhou'd pleaſure my Sight 
But the Joys which my Charmer wou'd give? 


Altho' many Maidens that know my Diſtreſs, 
| Seem to ſhare wi ich me Kill in my Grief, 
What imports their Concern? 2 Ican get no Redreſs ; 3 
is my Swain that muſt bring me Relief. 
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Where; erer he goes, be an Angel his Guard, 
1 hat i in Spite of the Malice of Men, 
Home again he may come all my Love to reward; 


For I ner ſhall be happy till then. 


[ know he'll beware of the Brutes that are wild; 


2 


"Tis the Men yet more ſavage I fear: 
For a Nature like his but too ſoon is beguil d 
10 When a F oe às a Friend does appear. | 


A Swain of his Value 8 ever to be 

As remote from th Appearance of Harm, 
As from Fear he was found in the Field to be free: 4,48 
Sure the Brave ſee in Dangers a Cham. Fe 
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1 The Fame of 1 his Vatour T. ve heard of with Pleaſure ; 


Who are thoſe that are Strangers tlerkto! ** 
Oh! how loſt had 1 been , had they taken my Treaſtre 
When to Battle ſo fearleſs he flew 2 


Too fatal the Day when he parted from me 1 
And 1 ſtill that Divorce do lament: 
| Why ſo long muſt Iwait his Arrival to ſee? 
Are my Days all in Sighs to be ſpent ? 


This Ground does produce me no Pleaſure nor Good; 
Now the Fictions they told long ago, 
Prove a painted, fallacious, illuſory Food ; 
| Are the Tales of Elyſium more ſo ? 


'Long Abſence becomes ſack: a ſad Seenland, Night; 
That 1 with for my Sun Rin the more; 
Dire Experience has taught tis only his Light 


3p Can the Morning again here reſtore. 


Oh! fer me polſels him; for whom!I'wou'd live, 


Now my Fear for him greater is grown ; 


My Concern for his Fate (which too well] conceive) 


Scarce glows me to think of my own. © © 
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My Love like a Shadow the greater, does grow; 


While my Sun from my View does retire ; | 
Tho no more his Regards he on me ſhou'd beſtow; q 
Him alone I muſt prize and admire. 9 

| 13 
How flowly my Days and my Nights paſs away! p 
And how wretched a Life do I live! 
"Tis a Tack too ſevere in this Region to ſtay; k 
Who a Loſs ſuch as minewou'd ſurvive ? ; 


Ye Gods, while I grieve at the length of my Days; 


It I ſeem too ungrateful to be, 


In Revenge let my Sun here refulgently blaze ; 5 1 
Then too ſhort they will all prove for me. | 
Le Waters, that haſten away to the Sex; N 


Take my Lines to your Charge, e er you go; 
Ler* em float to the Shore where my Darling does ftrayz | 
That my forrowful State he may Rd 
Le Winds, in your Gales, to my Charmer * | 


How I ſigh for his happy returning; ; 
Then but whiſper my Swain, and fo rell in his Ear 
My Diſtreſs; and my a fs Mourning. 


Ohl fav heꝭs at once, both my Pain and my Bliſs: 
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And be ſure, whe? you this ſhall diſcover, | 
Not to fail from his Lips then to ſaatch me a Kiſs, 
And come ſoon with it ſafe to his Lover: 

Ah! Wandering Swain! while I thee did enjoy, 


I therein had a Heaven of Treaſure ; 


But the loſing of you, does my Mind ſo imp 109; 
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That I now have no Quiet or Pleaſure, 


was Freedom to me, when with thee I was bleſt; . 
And you then was the Joy of my Eyes; 
But we never can know, till depriv'd of our Reſt, 


How we ought {ach a Jewel to prize. 


There's no true Delight, but where you now reſort ; 
That a Pallace to me wou d appear: 
What Content eou'd I find in beholding a Court, 


While I miſs the Regards of my Dear ? 


When Men that are drowning diſcover the Shore, 


Tho' till then they with Death were {urcounded, 
Their Diſmay and their Dread of their Danger's.nomore, A 


For by Hope that Affright is conſounded .. 1 
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So, when my kind Fancy preſents to my View, 
The ſole Object of all my Deſires, 


My fell Terrors retreat, and my Hope does renew, 


As my Fear from me farther retires. 


Oh! then, in Compaſſion and Pity, come, bleſs 


All my Hopes, for tis thee I adore ; 
And if any there be, that do now love thee leſs, 


I can ſay, there is none loves thee more. 


Oh! could ſhe but hope, for a ſpeedy Return, 


Such a boundleſs Affection to favour, 
dhe contented ſhou'd be, for thee ever to burn ; 


And *tis only thy Preſence can fave ber, 


; | 10 thou my Lite, my Delight md h my Reſt; 


F or tis thou art the Swain T admire : : 


ö Ohl ye Gods, wou'd" ye render me doubly bleſt, 


"Tis my Charmer alone I deſire. 


| Kind Hope gives a Profpea which pleaſes, our Eye; 


Mighty Bleſſings we view from that Height : 


As it ſhortens the diſtance Things ſeem to us nigh, 


While with Eaſe here we.trarel our Sight, 
i | 2 
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4 But why, do I flatter my Heart now with Hope? 
There's a Time which we call cruel Never? 
Does a powerful Rival my Favourite ſtop? 
And if ſo, muſt I ſigh here forever? 


| Ah: fhall thy 14 that for thee wou d lire, 


Have no Hope of her peace here enjoying? 


* Sure tis God-like Repoſe, Life and Quiet to give; 


But what Merit is there in deſtroying * 


. "Tis thou, doſt produce each Impulſe of my Heart ; ; 
All my Thoughts unto thee I confine : | 
Of my Days yet to come, I with many con'd party B 


So to add to the Number of thine. 


9 gome tell me my Paſſion tranſports me too far; | F 
And they try to extinguiſh the ſame ; 
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7. officious i in them; but tlieit Pains they might ſpare; j 1 
In Effect they but cut through a Flame. 
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My only Delight, al my Hope and my Treaſures _ || C 
Why ſo long thus in Tears, muſt I be? 

How remote art thounow ? Does 9209 T oil give oy wie \ 

1 tet ard | 
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1 Ah ſweet pretty Birds, that are there upon Wing, 


| 7 Why ſo Joyful are you ? what excites you to ſing? 


; „ In a Chorus, come join all your Muſical Notes, 


* 


Go, tell him, what Fruit does remain on each Tur: 4 
| 
T hat it ſeems of his Stay to complain; $954 F142 Cn 1 
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1 Thy Charms and thy Graces till gain on wy Heart 3 


Like a Loadſtone they draw it unto you; 1 
How ſeverC was my Pain from thy Preſence to part? } 


What a Pleaſure * twou'd be to purſue Wu. Wh | 


And that here on the Trees are a dancing, — 
j 


Sure you know that my Love is advancing. 
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Ye Feathered Kind, that can warble your T hroats, 


 Wou'd you ſhew him your kind Inclination? 


When I ſing him my Ardour and Paſſion. 
Come, Poll; thou canſt talk in the Language of Men ; pl 


Shall I ſend thee my Charmer to ſeek? 
Prithee Poll, have regard to my Words, and you then 


Shall g0 try, if with him, you can meet, 


en ready to drop; and that there it ſhall be 
Til he hicher rorumerh again. 


* 


Inform him withal, how his Bowers decay 


That his Pigeons have taken their Flight; 
That his labouring Bees, are of late gone away; 


That his Corn, has been ſeiz'd with a Blight, 


Oh! fay how his Pales, and his Fences are broke, 
That the Breaches ſtill wider are found; 
And that Cattle get in, while his own with their Yoke 


Ly a ſtarving to Death in a Pound, 


Oh! tell what a Miſs of him, now does appear 
 _WhataPillage his Garden has born: 
Say the Trees! ſhew their Grief, that each Leaf ſheds a Tear 


And that Flowers in Dew, for him Mourn, 


Oh! ay, the Duke-cherry-trce lately was ſtript 
Of it's Fruit ſo delicious and fair; 

That a world of ſine Boughs, from the Stock has IK 
And that now, tis of Leaves very bare. 5 was 

Oh! tell him, his Jeſſamin-tree, that before, 
Gare a Flower {0 fragrant and ſweet, . 8 

Has been eruelly cut; that ah me! I no more 


Muſt | expec here « blooming, to ſee t. : Bir 
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But, why do I ſpeak of that noble young Plant, : 


When ſo many beſide it, I miſs? - 
Can J hope, that no more of his Stems he will want, 


While I ſee ſuch a Malice as this? | 


Acquaint him the Ravage, that here has been made, 
Wou'd amaze him to ſce't, tis ſo great; 
That I fear, twill affect him the more, when tis laid 


To their Charge, whom he kindly wou'd treat. 


And fail not to add, how his Dovehouſe declines ; 
That his Building ro Ruin does go; 
Say, the Pillars are ſank ; that I miſs many Vines, + 


Which were wont by his Windows, to grow. 


Say, nothing is left, naughty Boys cou'd deface ; - 
Or that criminal Men on cou'd ſeize, 
Say tis time, that he now ſhou'd return to this Place, 


To repair ſuch Abuſes as Theſe. 


Oh! tell him, what Rooks come and dwell in each Elm; 
How the Nightingals keep out of Sight; 
While, a Dread, J perceive, does the Fowls overwhelm ; 


For they neer can be ſafe from the Kite. 


And 


. | ii 16 J | a 
And tell him, what Birds are got out 1 N 


Who can blame 'em for * ſo wiſe? 


That was 5 Jucky for them; twas my jealous rrelige, ( 


Cruel Cats wou 'd have made em their Prize. 


| Oh! tay, b how his 1 Pullen now ſtraggle about, 

As if, they of their Food were in need; i 
Say, the Pollard's no more, at his Gate given out; | 

| Where before they cou'd peck; and con'd fd. 


Oh! fay, how they droop, and how moulting they eon, 3 

How they liſten and look up at me, 

That tis plain, What a Care on 'em, 1 do beſtow, | 
Who have taken the Charge of the Key. 


1 find of his Ducks and his Geeſe, but a few, 
That were tame, and wou'd come to one's Hand; 
1E. it were not for Water, what now muſt they do 7 


When lo little they get on the Land? 


Oh! ſay the good Dame, that he left to take Care, 
Of his Chickens, his Pigs, and his Geele, 56 
In a Fit went away, and that no Body's there, 


Who can make either Butter or Cheeſe. 
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Ah! Peace to her Shade; twas a notable Dame! 


And ſhe hated Contending and Strife: 
But ſhe thoſe had about her, that much were to blame, 


For they teiz'd her quite out of her Life, 


And when ſhe was gone, what a ſtruggle was made, 


While they ſtrove for her Pans on the Shelves; 
Then to skim off the Cream; and by many tis ſaid, 


That at length they fell out with themſelves. 


Oh! yonder's his Spaniel : I've favour for Trey; 


Then he went not away with his Maſter ! 


 Wou'd he leave Treat Home! there he's limping this way; 


Now he's Lame, or he'd come to me faſter. 


Say, Poll, how his Spaniel does fawn upon me; 
He wou' d Speak, that his Joy he might tell, 
Honeſt Trey art thou there? Here's a Bisket for thee; 


Ah! thy Maſter Abroad now does dwell. 


Poll, where wilt thou go my Complaints to rep cat? ? 


Over Mountains and Lakes can you Soar? 
Pretty Poll; I the Waves and the Winds will intreat 


Some Account of the "oF I adore. 
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Ye Waters that ſwiftly your Journey purſue, 
And ye Breezes that wantonly blow 
Have regard to my Words ; I apply them to you, 


So to ſooth and to ſoften my. Woe. 


Here often by Swains have you Vocal been made, 
V. hile, their Skill in fweet Muſick to try, 
They.have Sung, and with Pipes have melodiouſſy Play'd; 


Then to all I ſhall ask ye, Reply. 


What Tidings have you trom my Favorite-Swain ; 
Can you ſay to what Climate he's gone? 
I wou'd learn what you know; will it heigthen my Pain? 


Tell it all, tho' I grow quite undone. 


What Kingdom or State, can my Charmer go through, 
That wou'd offer to him any Harm? 
Exen Canibals ſure, cou'd no wrong to him do; 


Who, has Eyes that his Looks cannot Charm? 


His graceful Appearance, Deportment, and Mien 
Muſt imprint in Beholders an Awe ; 
Does an Air ſo Majeſtick, yet Mild and Serene, 


Ever fail Adorations to draw.? 
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His early Improvements exceeded his Years; ss | 
He the wonder of Nature did ſhine : _ 
: Oh! a Phenisx ſo Rare but 100 ſeldom appears . 


Then with Cauſe at my Loſs, I Repine. 


Th' ill Actions of others with him have no Sway; 
Still he ſets em as Sea-Marks, to ſhun; 
Far unlike unto thoſe who their Honour betray, 


And too late, wiſh their Deeds were undone, | 


His * athers Inſtructions he heard long agoe; 
And if yet to thoſe Laws he does keep 
Shall I blame him thetein ? Are there none who do o 


With a Crown that's Immortal to meet 'S 


Altho in An Age ſo Corrupted as this, 


Wl Example too frequent appears, 


Still his regular Courſe is in nothing amiſs: 
T hat by*th Conpats of Reaſon he Steers. 


The Truth of his Heart is ; above ill 3 : 
T 0 behold ? em confirms him the more 


In their Contrary Vertues; on Vi ices he tramples, 


As the Dragon v was quell'd heretofore. 5 
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What ſweetneſs of Temper, and firmneſs of Mind 
With his natural Goodneſs are ſeen! 

Shall I doubt of his Charming the Hearts of Mankind 
With his affable Carriage and Mein? 


Can thoſe high Encomiums which wondring Courts 
Gave his Merit, incline him to Scorn, 
That Confent and Agreement which, to their Reports, 


Eccho-like, I, with Joy did return? 


Proud, Vain or Conceited, he never was found; 


'Tho' he bears 1 magnanimous Mind: 


All his Words are as Wiſe, a as in Council he's Sound : 


Who, a Fault in his Conduct, can find? 


Tf Queens were my Rivals, in him I adore, 


They ſhould offer vaſt Empires in vain, 


What are Scepters and Crowns with their T realure and 
(Store 


Toa Jewel ſo Rare as my Swain ? 


Oh! | whereis that Youth who to match him might ſand: J 


Surely this ought of mine to be ſaid: 


| Heay' n ſhew d in his Pourtraict "'H matterly Hand ; 


For tis perfect, and yet with po Shade. 


Thoſe 


21 
Thoſe Colours, wherewith T ro Copy him We 
Look too Dead; I fs Juſtice can pay : 
In his Praiſe there's no Arts that can liberal prove; 


Twere Abuſe if the Beſt thy ſhou' d ſay. 


'Twas Duty, however, and Intereſt too, 


My Reports of him londly to raiſe ; 


Leſt that others prevent me in what I ſhou'd do. 15 


And a Title pretend by their Praiſe. 


It through rugged Paths, he a Journey does go, 


Sure he'll halt till the cool of the Day ; 
By the Road be muſt paſs, may a Rivulet fo; 
If his Thirſt he wou'd quench on the way. 


A Plain or a Dale does my Wanderer trace ? 
Is he got to the Gloom of a Grove? 
Does a Fountain diſcover his beautiful Face ? 


Or in flowery Fields does he Rove? 


Some craggy ſteep Rock is he now climing ore Wy 


While Iwait in the Shade of high Trees? 
Does he tread in rough Ways which he knew not before? 


Or again, does he venture on Seas? 8 1 


# 


Ah! wherg's the Receſs into which he was drove? 


0 Is he this way. now bending his Courſe 2 


. For bis own native Land he does tenderly love, 


That has been his dear parent and Nurſe. 


= Oh! Sealy, e dear Charmer, come dry up my Tears; "On 
Here I weep on the brink of Deſpair : : 


Thou alone art the Swain, that muſt baniſh my Fears, 


My Diſquiets, my Grief and my Care. 


Ah! when, here at Home I behold thee again, 
How Ile ſtudy thy Quiet and Peace: ? 
Of my Heart and my All, only Lord thou ſhal't Reign, 


And no more ſha! thou ſail on the Seas. 


So well Ple deſerve; to behold ſuch a Day, 
(I that long have repented my F olly ) 


Thou no more ſhal' c have Cauſe from my "EL "IO to 
(ſtray : 


Nor again ſhal't thou be Melancholly. 


6 thy bright Approach all Afflictions muſt fly 
| Quite away from the Face of this Ground; 
And a Gladneſs ſo great, ſhall their Places apply 


| Thax a Paradic ce here will be found. | } 
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ol 7 he ſprightly y young Men ſhall their Gladneſ W 
And the Virgins ſhall with em too vye: 

Even feeble old Age ſhall endeavour the ne; 

And young Infants their Voices ſhall ry. 


Come, len d me u Aid, and with thee thou har t bring 2 
True Delight to the Nymphs and the Swains; ; 
S Then again ſhall appear all the Joys of the Spring, 


And their Sports [hall be {cen on the Plains, 


'T he Rivers abruprly their Channels ſhall leave, 
8 And ſhall wind as they find thee Returning: 
And the Nymphs of the Waters ſuch Love ſhall receive, 
That no Flood ſhall extinguiſh their burning. 


Thy coming 0 all cauſe EV ry Bell here, to ring 3 „ 
Many Pipers ſhall play thee a T une, © 
And the Day ſhall be bleſt, chat does thee to me bring; 1 3 


For oh! then © ry Reb will be Jun, 7 


The Grafs ſhall | be 0 on thi Mountains to grow, 

And the Woods ſhalt be clad i in their Green; 

And the Rivers with Milk, and with Nectar mall flow? 
And all Nature i in Pomp ſhall be ſeen. 


The Wobd-N; Imphs ſhall cone, ahdgpreſent thee with 


| And a Dare off VI let ets ts 7 e * 


he way fall be: rc: with chefweeteſt of Roſes, 


| hit our 4 os and Peeans we Sing.“ 


on the Trees, they mall Sing and be Dancing: 
EY Nor a ſound bur of Joy, through the Plain in ſhll-you hear 
on the Day we | behold thee 1 * 0 


T6 Lady. {o joudly her Hopes, did expreſs; yen 
"Rug her Words fo diftindly were heard; 132.6 


7 ‚ That che Woods up to Heaven adyanc' her dul, x 


And with Joy ſhe/at la Diſappeir d! 
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